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CHAPTER XXXI. (Continu., ..,

For an metant his eyes rested on En-
f=—e with a stupefied surprise snd almost
oewllderment; then raised his srms
over his head, and his two hands struck
together with s sharp sound. At this
tarrible moment Corik weized the arm of
Eugene, and threw him a look so pro-
found, supplicstiog and tragie that it
alarmed bim,

He rooghly pushed her from him,
oros=od his srm=, aad waited the resuit,

The Beaator walked slowly toward him.
All at onee his face became inflamed with
& purple color, Lis lips lLalf oponed as if
about to deliver some deadly insult

He advaneed rupidly, his handes raised;
but after o few steps the old man sud-
denly stopped, baat the air with both
hands, a8 if secking some support, then
stuggered and fell forward, siriking his
berd ngainat the marble mantelpisecs,
;ollsd on the carpet and remained motion-

a8,

Then there ensoed in this chamber a
sinlater silence.

A stifled ery from Eugene broks it. At
the same time he threw bimself on his
Inoes by the side of the motionleas old
man, touched first bhis kand, thon his
heart.

He saw that he wan dead,

A thin thread of blood trickled down
his pale forehead whers it had struck the
murvle; but this wus only a slight
wound. It was not that whioh killed him,
What bad killed him was the treachery
of thoso two beingw whom he Lhad loved,
and who, bhe belioved, loved him. His
heart had been broken by the violénce of
the sarprise, the grisf and the horror.

One look of Eugens told Cora Elliston
gho was n widow, .

She threw herself on the divan, buried
Ber fuce iu the carhions and solbed sloud,

Engene st 1] astood, his back aguinst the
mantelpiece, hiseyes fixed, wrapped in his
own thoughts

He wisbod in all sipoerity of heart that
he could have awakened the dead and
restored him to life,

He had sworn to deliver himself up to
him without defenss if ever the old man
domnnded it of him for forgotten fuvors,
betrayed friemdship and violated honor,
Now be had killed bhim. If he had not
slain him with his own hands, the crime
was utill thers in its most hideous form.
He saw it before bim, he smelt its odor,
he breathed ita blood.

An vusesy glance of Cora recalled him
to himsell, pnd he approached her. The
then conversed fogether in whispers, an
he hasily explained to herthe lins of con-
dnet she shonld andopt.

Sla must summon the servants, aay
the Senator was taken suddenly ill, nnd
that on entering her room he had been
seized by an spoplectic stroke.

It was with some effort ahe understood
she was to wail long enough before giv-
ing the alvrm to give Eugene sufficient
Hims to escape, and until then she was to
remain i this frightful tete-a-tete alone
with the dond.

He pitied her. and deecided on leaving
tho bouse by passing through his unele's
TOOmS.

Cora immediately rang violently, and
Eungene d.d not retire t1ll he heurd the
sound of bastening foet on the stairs,

The apartment of the Senator com-
municated with that of his wife by a
short passage, There was & guite of
apartmoents—irst n §tudy, then a sleep-
ing-raom. Eovgeno traversed this room
with feslings we shall not nttempt to de-
geribe, vnd at iast gnined the street.

The surgeon testified that Senator
Shoerwood Elliston had disd from the
rugluru of a vesgel in the heart.

wo days after the intermentin Gresn-
wood took pluce, at which Eungene Cleve-
land sttonded.

The same evening he left New York to
join his wife, who had goue to Roxbury
the preceding weel.

CHAPTEE XXXIT.
THEMBLING IN THE NALANCE—JEALQUSY,
One of the sweotost sensations in the

world is that of & man who has just es-
caped the fantastio terrors of nightmure,
and who, awaking, his forehead bathed

with icy swent, says to himself: “It was
bat a am!"”

This was, in some degres, the impres-
gion which Eugene folt on swaking the
morning aftar he arrived at Roxbury,
whon bis first glance fell on the sunlight
streaming over the foliage, and when he
hoard beneath his window the joyous
langh of his little child.

He, however, was not dreaming; but
his soul, ernshed by the horrible ten-
sion of recent emotions, bad a mo-
ment's respite, and drank in, almost
without alloy, the now calm that sar-
rounded him.

He ha-tily dressed himself and, de-
soending to the gardenm, raised his son in
his arms.

He embraced him with unusual tender.
ness, and bendiog over him spoke to him
in a low voive, and saked aftsr his mother,
sbout his plays, with a singularly soft and
sad manner. Then he put him down, and
wilked away with a slow step, breathing
the freah morning air, examining the
loaves and the flowers with extraordinary

interest.
From time to time n d“pl;o:.d sigh
broka from bhis oppresssd om; be
passed his hand over his brow as if to
efface the importunste images. He sat
down smoung the Inxuriant wvardure,
cal'ed to the nurse to bring bis son
agem (o kim, held him on his knee, in-
tarrogating bim sgnin, in & low tone, ue
had already done, then drew him
toward him, nnd clasped him tightly for
a long time, as though to draw into his
own soul the innocence and pesce of the
<hild's hanrt. i~

Flora surprised him in thie gushof
feeling, and remained mute with aston-
jshment, He rose immediately and took
her hand.

“What splendid care ;uu take of him!”
be asid, '& thank you for it. He will be
worthy of you and your mother.”

She was so nurprised at the soft and
and tooe of his voice thut she replied,
ltnmn:lormg vi:h{ambn:ruumin:t: =

“And worthy of you o

“0Of ma?® ufid Eugene, ;'Inu E;'l ware
slightly tremulous. “Poor child, I hope

rapidly

notl® and withdrew, _
Flora and her mother had learned, the
previous of thedeath of tho Sen-

ator The evening of Eugens's arrival
did not speak to him on the subjeot,
were osutious not to make wny al-
luson to it. The next day knd the sue-

this souvenirso painful to E e. They |
thought it _‘r:nhm n.mm be |
sined at so suddsn s oatastrophe, and
t his coasciance should be disturbed;
baut they were astonished when this im-
nnb:u rolonged mi:u!t from dlsyf 0
¥, t took sppearance of &
lnsting sentiment.

They began to believe thst thera had
srisen between Cora and himsslf, proba-
bly ooccasioned by the Seaator’s dosth, |
some guarrel which bad woeakened the tie
between them.

A trip to New York, which he mado |
soms two weoks after his arrival, was to
them a confirmation of the truth they be- |
fore suspected, bat his prompt retlurm,
bis new tawtes, which kept him at Rox- |
bury {for some time, seemed to them
favorable impressions.

He was singulsrly sed and peosive. He

| took long walks alone. Sometimes ha |

carried his little son with him, ss though |
by chance. He sometimes attempted a
Iittle timid tendsrness with his wife; sand
this awkwaniness on his part wus quite
touching.

“Flo,” be said to her one day, “you are
& fairy; wuave your wund over this place
and make of it an island in mid-ocesr.”

“Yon say that becanss you know how to
wwim, ™ she rojoined, Innghing and shak-
ing ber head; but the beait of the young
woman wus joyful,

“You embrace me now every momesnt,
my dear child,” said her mother to her.
“1x this reslly all intended for ma?”

“My beloved mother™—while embracing
her again—"1 assure you he is really
vourting me acain. Why, I am ignorant;
but bo is courting me and you also, my
mother. Notios it.”

Mrs. Leland did noties it. 1n his con-
versation with her, Eugen® seemed to
wigh to link all that was good in the past
with his new life: to forget the rest, and
priay of them to forgst it also.

It was not without fear that these two
charming women abandoned themselvea
to their bopes. They remembered that
they were in the presence of an uncertain
person; they little trusted a change so
sudden, the resson of which they conld
oot comprehend. They feared it was
rome pussing caprice, whic would re-
turn to them, if they were its dupes, all
their misfortuues, withoat the uJignity
which bhad bitherto attendsd them,

They wers ot ths only ones struck by
this transformation. Mr. Norton and all
his frionds noticed it, Even the inani.
miate things—ths woods, the trees, the
heavens—should have borne {he pame
testimony, for he looked at and standied
thom with a benevolent curiosity with
which he had never before honored them.

In truth, » profound trouble had in-
vaded him asnd would =not leave Lim,
More than once, before this epoch, his
sonl, his philosophy, his pride, had re-
celved n rade shock, but he had no lsss
yarsued his path, rising afier every blow,
ike a lion wonnded, but unconqguered.

In trimwpling under his feet all moral
belief which binds the vulgar, he head re-
served honor like an inviolalle limit
Then, under the empire of his psssion,
be w#aid to bimuself that, after all, honor,
like all the rest, was conventional. Then
ha encountered erime—be toucbed it
with his bund—horror geized him, and be
recoslad.

He repulsed with disgust the principle
which had conduncted him thers—ssked
himsel! what wonld begome of human
sovisty if it bad no other.

Theo simple trutbs which be had misun-
deérgtood now appeared to bhim in their
tranqguil splendor, He did not yet dis.
tingmish them clearly; hoe did not try to
giva them o name, but he plunged with
secret delight into their shadows and
their pesce. He asked for them in the
purs heart of his child, in the pure love
of hin young wife, in the daily miraclea
of nature, in the harmonies of the hesav-
eni, and probably already—in the depths
of his thoughts—of God.

In the midst of this approsch towsrd a
new life he hesitated.

Cora Elliston was there.

He loved her yet vaguely, Above all,
bo conld not abandon ber without a kind
of bakonoess.

Terrible struggles agitated him,

After having dones so much evil, wonlid
it be permitted him to do good and grace-
fully pariake of the joys he foresaw?

These tics with the past, his fortuno
nequired throongh his uncle, his fatal mis
troess—the specter of that old man—would
they permit it?

And we may add, wonld Providence
suffer it? Not that we would wish lightly
to use, ns is often done, this word Provi-
dence, and to suspend ovar Bugene Cleve-
land this mennce of supernatural chas-
tisement,

Providenca does not intervene in hu-
man events except through the logic of
her eternal laws, She has only the sane-
tion of thess laws, and it is for this res-
son she is feared. ’

At the end of the month Eugene re-
turned to New York and to his counting-
room,

Business over for the day, before re-
turning home, ho paid a visit to Cora.

He had neglected hor n little of late; in
fact, had only visited her at long inter-
vals, as politensss compelled bhim.

Cora wished to keep him for dinner, as
sha had no guests with her. She pressed
bim so warmly that, blaming himsslf all
the time, he consented. He never sow
her withont pain.

She always bro
ternble memories,
intoxication.

She was never more beautiful. Her
deep mourning embellished yet mors her
languishing and regal grace; it made her

& complexion {nt more fair, and it

righte the brilliancy of her look.

Bhe had the air of a tragic queen, or of
an allegory of night.

In the evening wn hour arrived whean
the reserve, which for some time had
marked their relations, was forgotten,
Eugens found himself as in olden times,
at the foot of Cora—his eves in hers, and
covering with kinses her lovely hunds.

Ebe was strange that evening.

Bhe looked st him with a wild tender-
ness, inetilling, at pleasure, intohis veins
the ‘potwn of burning psssion; then es-
caping him, the tears gathored in her
eyes.

All at once, by one of those magical
movements of hers, she eavelopsd with
Ler hands the boad of herlover, and spoke

ht back to him those
ut also that terrible

to him quite low beneath the shadow of
this perfumed veil
“We might be so happy,” she said.
“Are we nol 807" na Eugene.

“No! I, ot least, s mnot, for you are
not all mine, as I am all youars, his ap.

ars harder now that I am free. If you

nd remained free—when I think of it}
or, if you could become so, it would be
beaven!”

“You know that I am not sol! Why
speak of it?"

Bhe drew nearer to him, and with her
breath more than ber volee, answered:

“Is it ible! Tell me.™

“How?" bs demanded.

Bhe did mot reply, but her fixed look,
caressing and eruel, answered him.

“Speak, then, I beg of you!" murm

.
Eﬁm o not told me—T have not for-
gottan lz-—uun wo are united by ties |
stronger than all others; that the world
and its laws oxist no longer for us; that
thare is no othor good, no other bad for

, mad i we cou'd
ught well over it!”
Her lips touched the cheek of her lover,
and ithe murmaur of her last words was
N Evgems Toaghiy repuleet B
umgene roughly rep or, 8P
up. and stood befors her. ..

“Cora," he said, sternly, “this is & trick,
I hope; but trial or no, nsver repeat it,
ns;;r‘! 31?: m:fc‘:l“';n her figure,

w

“Ah! hovq ynu"lnu :l:rl' shs eriad.
“Yes, you love her; it ia she you love—
I koow it, I foel it, and I—I am only the
wretched object of your pity or of your
caprice. Even Mildred Lester is no
longer remembared. Very well; go back
to her—go and protect her, for I swgar to
you sbe i in peril!®

He smilsd with his hanghty irony.

*"Let us see¢ your plot,” he eaid! *Bo
¥ou intend to kill her?"

*if I canl™ abe ssid; and her superb
arm was strelched oot as though to seize
& Weapon.

*What! with your hand?"

*The hand shall be found.*

“Yon are so beantifol st this moment,™
aaid Eagems, "I am dying with the de-
gire to fall st your feet. Acknowledge
ouly that you wished to try me, or that
yonr wers mad for & moment, ™

Bha gave a savaze mmile.

*Oh! youdear do yon?” she smid, eoldly;
then ing again ber voice, which as-
sumed & malignant tone, “you nre right;
1 am not mad; I did not wish to try you;
I am jealous—I am betrayed. and I shall
revenge mysslf, no matter what it costs
me, for I care for nothing more inm this
world! Go, and guard her!"”

“Be it s0; I go," said Fugene, with
flashing eyes. He immediataly left the
room oud the house; he reached the
Grand Central Depot on foot, und that
night reached Roxbary.

Somsthing terrible there awaited him.

CHAFTERK XXXIIL
DESPALE

Osear Blyme bad been making the
most of his time, though thus far mat-
ters had not turned out as he had expect-
ed or desired.

Bafied in bringing asbout Engens’s ruin
through the Senator, he determined to
separate him from Flora, whom, notwith-
stunding what had bappened, be still
loved as much a3 he hated Cora Elliston,

Ho dare not go to her himself, but
while in tbhe service of the Beustor and
Warren Lelsnd be had become segusint.
ed with u connsction of the Leland 1umi-
Iy, a sour-minded old maid, who affecied
religion and all the virtnes, sud professed
to despise wealth and the plessures of
this world, and who, as & matter of
eourse, hated her younger, preltier, and
more fortunatle relutive, Flo, and all her
family with un intense and perfect hatred.

Oscar Blyme knew and understood this
woman thoroughly, and determined to
make her his tool,

He went to ber, told his story—a fear-
fal story it wius—and when he saw she
was almost bursting with the information
sho had received, nuggested thai she
should go to Roxbury nad pay the Le-
lands a visit, especially, us he huppened
to kvow, Eugene Cleveland was out of
the way.

Sbe jumped at the idea, and the very
next eastern-bound train had her on board
&S B passenger,

It is nlmost needless to say that Mra,
Loland and Flors were greatly astonished
when informed that their connection,
Miss Phobe Craven, had errived to pay
them & visit, Theycould not understand
it, Their iotercourse with her hsd al.
wuys been very constrained. Neither
their character nor their religion coin.
cided with hers.

After o moment’s reflaction Mrs, Leland
sald:

“0f conrse we must recsive her and
treat her well. You go down, Flo, and
entertain kor for & while. I will come
Ister and relisve you.”

*Very well, mammn,” snd with a re-
signed sigh Flo descended to the recep-
tion-room.

At sight of her Miss Phebe started to
berfest, and rushing forward, throw bher
arma sbout her neck and kissed her. Flo,
howesver, did notroturn this greeting quits
80 cordially.

In truth, she had no great nversion for
har maiden relative; she simply contented
herself with not liking her; but Phebe
Craven hated Flo intensely, and now sha
had found a good occasion to prove it to
bor, and she would not Jose it. Whst
wonder, then, ahe begen wilh o kiss?

The death of the Benutor had destroyad
nil Slyme's high hopes of the fortuue
which be belioved be would receiva for
opening the eyes of thes deluded old man;
and in his rage and disppoinjment he
had bean very bitter agaiost Eungene.
Phebe leirned through him that Eugene
had beon in the chamber of Mra, Ellis.
ton the night of the Senntor’s death. On
this foundation of truth she did not fear
to frame the most odious suspicions; and
Blyme, baffled in his veogoance, and like
her in bis envy, had aided her.

On Flora's invitstion, she sgain took
her seat, but forcad her young relative
into a chair by her sile, and still beld
her hand.

Soon ehs afforted to make the Sema-
tor's desth the theme of cooversation—
shed s few tenrs over her old sequain.
tanoe, and kissed ¥Flo's imprisoned hand
with a bur«t of tenderness.

“My poor little thing|" she said to her;
“jt ia for you also I weep, for you will
be yel more unhappy than herstofors, if
that can be possible.

*I ao not understand you, Phebe,” an-
swered Flora, coldly.

“If you do not understand me so much
the bettar,” replied Miss FPhebe, with a
shade of bitterness. Then, after a mo-
ment’'s pause: ~Listen my dear little
thing! this is & duty of conscience whish
Y comply with. You see, an honest cres-
ture lgk. ou merits s better fate; snd

or mother, too, who is aisoa dur.

his man would deceive the Almig t{
himself. In the name of humanity,
:;91 bound to ssk pardon for both of

sm.

“I repeat, Phebe, that I do not under-
stand you.

“But it is impossible, Flo! Come, it is
impossible that sll this time you have
suspectad nothing.™

“1l suspect nothing, Phebe Craven,®
Flora, “becsuse I know all.™

“Ab! continued Phebe, dryly, “if this
be #0. I bave npothing to ssy. But there
are persons, in that case, who can avcoin-
modate their copscience Lo very strange

thingw.™
"fhn is what I thought a moment
since, Miss COraven,” maid Flora, rising
2 ish, my dear; but I speak in
“As you w my ;butl s
your é':n interent; and I shall reproach
myself for not having spoken to youmore
cleariy. I kpow your husband batter
than yon will ever know him; and the
other also. Notwithstanding you say so,
you do pot koow all, let me tell you.
Senator Elliston died very suddenly, and
after it is your tam! Be very careful,
my child!*
*Oh, Phebe Craven!” oried poor Flors,
rrog s, “1 will never seo
on again while I live!™
B She laft l‘llu’m::m the instaut, ren
stairs, and fou mother.
s her the terrible words

us, bat our happiness or our unhsppiness?

the alfsir in cnse of need, and that he
would make it unpleasant for her.
Terrified in herwurn, Miss Phhﬁndgod
the best method was to ugena
Itil:;‘elmd in the estimation of Le-

£he reinted all that had been teld her
by Blyme. She informed her of the
Ereunu of Eugens at the Senator's

ouse the mnight of his desth. Rhe
hinted st certain reports that were circu-
Isted, and mingling calumny with truth,
redoubling at the same time her affection,
her caresses and her lears, shes succeeded
in giving Mra, Leland sueh an sstimate
of gE\'.Ignno'l character that thers were
no suspicions or spprehensions whioh
the poor woman from thst momont did
not consider legitimate s connected with

him.

Miss Craven finnlly offered to send
Blyme to her, that she might harself in-
tarrogate him. Mrs, Leland, affscting
an incredulity and a trnn:&l.:‘llity that abe
did not feel, refused, and rtly after the
mischisf-making old maid retureed tothe
eity.

Sn rajoining her dsughter, Mrs. Las-
Iand exerted herself to deceive her as to
the imypressions she bad received, but she
did pot succeed; for her anzious face be-
lied ber resusuring worids.

Accoustomed s0 long to think, féel, and
sulfer toge hoer, these two women now
meot, woto speak, in the sxma reflectione,
the same reasonings, and in the sams
terrors. They went over in their memo-
ries all the incidents of Cleveland's life
—nall his fanits; and under the shadow of
the monstrous wotion imputed to him, bis
faulta took n criminal ch (ractor whioh
thoy were surprised they bad not seea
before.

They discovercd a series and asequonce
in his designs, all of which were imputed
to him as crimes—eoven hiv good actions,
Thos his conduet of Iate, his strange
ways, his fanoy for Lis ohild snd for his
wife, his sssiduous tenderness toward
her, wus nothing more thun the hypo-
eritical meditafion of 8 new crime—a
mask which he was preparing in advsnos.

What was to he done? What kind of »
life was it possible to live in common
under the weight of such thoughts? What
prespnt—what futnre?

Those thoughis bewildered them.

Next day FEugene conld not fail remark-
ing the singmlar change in their connten-
ances iu his presence; but he thought
they had suspected he had been to call
on Uors, and so were offended.

He smiled ot this, for as a result of his
refisctions duriny the night he had dster-
mined to break off forever his intrigue
with Corn Elliston.

For this rupture, which he had made it
a point of honor not to provoke, Cora had
herseif furnished bim u sufiicient pre-
text, The criminal thought she had con-
fided to him was, ho Euew, only a feint to
test bim, but it was snough to justify his
abandonment of her. As to the violent
and menacing words she head used, he
held them of little value, though at times
the remembrance of them troclLled him.
Nev: riheless, for a Jong time he had net
felt his heart so light.

This wicked tie broken, it seemed ns
though he had resumed, with his libexty,
bis youth and virtue.

e walked and playsd o part of the day
with his child, Just as night fell, clear
and pure, he proposed to Flora an ex-
cursiopn in the woods. Ho spoke to her
of o view which hud struck him shortly
before on soeh a night, and which would
please, be spad, her romantic taste.

He would mot permit himsslf te be
surprised at the disin lination sbe mani.
fested, the disguieiude whioh her face
indicated, or at the mpid glunce she ex-
changoed with her mother.

The same thougnt, and that a most
fearful one, entered the minds of both
those unfortunste women ot the same
moment of time,

They werp atill under the impression
of the shock which had so weakeoned
their nerves, and Eagene's sudden prop-
osition, so counlrary to his usual habits,
the hour—the night and the solitury
walk—had suddenly swakened in their
brains the sinister imagss which Phebe
Craven had luid there

Flors, however, with an air of resclu-
tion the circumstances did npot eeem en-
titled to demand, prepared immedintely
to go out, then followed bor husband
from the house, leasving ber child in
ebarge of her mother.

They had only to cross the garden to
find themselves on the odge of the woods
which almost touched the dwelling, and
which stretehed to some distance berond.

Eugene's iotention in seeking this in-
torvisew was to confide to his wife the de-
cigive determioation be had taken of
delivering up to her, nksolutely and
withont reserve, his hoart und life, nnd
to enjoy with her his firit taste of true
happiness.

Surprised at the cool disiraction with
which Flo replied to the affeotionats
gryety of his lenguage, he redoubled his
efforts to bring their conversatiom to a
tone of mors intimacy and confideacs,

While stopping at intervals to point out
to her some effects of light andshadow in
their walk, ho ssked what visitor she b .4
seen yosterday. She namedtwo or three;
then lowsring her voics against her will
montioned Phobe Craven.

“That one,” said Eugene, “youn had bat-
:Ier not have seen. I no longer recoguice

er,”

“Why?" astked she, timidly,

“Because she ls n bad womsn, When
wo are s little more intimate with each
other, you snd I, I shall edify you on her
churacter. Ishall tell you n{l-—nll, un-
derstand. *

There was =0 much of goodness in the
necent with which he proncunced thees
words that Flo felt her heart half com-
forted.

The phantom disappeared, little by lit-
tle, from her mind, and she commenced
to sy to herself that she bhad been the
sport of & bad dresm and of & trus mad-
na#s3, whon & singular change in ber hus-
bend’s face renswed all her terrors.

Eugene, in his turn, had become ab-
sent and vigibly preoccupied with some
grave oare. He spoke with an effort;
mades balf repliss, meditated, then
stopped quickly to look aronnd him, like
e frightened child.

There was an exirsordinary similarity
in the theunshis which oecupied them
both. At the moment when Flors was
trembliny for fear near har husband, ke
was trembling for her.

He thoaght they were being followed;
he tboaght he heard in the thicket the
emeking of branches, rattling of the
leaves, and finally the sound of stealihy
sleps.

Thase noises slways Md o:gl:.i!; lt?:;
ping, and then commente
momsnt ha resumed bis walk. He
thought, a moment later. he saw the
shadow of & man rupidly among the
underbrush them.

Finally he had no doubt that they were

do’ﬁ:d-—lml. whom?

) menacos of Cors Elliston
against Flora's life—the ionate and |
unbridled

H:'mhd.lml
presented itself to m
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FASHIONS OF THE DAY.

WRAPS FOR THE FRESH OCTO-
. BER DAYS.

Styles in Cloaks, Mantles, Costumes, Hats,
Bonnets, Gloves, Ete.-The Muarie An.
toinstte Ficha B Ins the ¥
Chasrming Cembinations of Cloth aand

HNrw Yorx, September, 1590,

EPTEMBER may be
progerly termed the
*transition month,”
50 far as Tashions
are concerned. The
warm dnys and cool
evenings give rise to
a sort of lrrepressi-
ble conflict. As was
to be expected, in
the end {t Is the thin
and vapory tissues
which are worsted
(no pun intendad),
and the demi-salson
fabrics which carey
the day. In fash-
fons, as In polemics,
politics, othies and
economics, each ses-
son has lts particular
fad, whiclhe it pots
iR and coddles till wa
i lest provoked at the
gstrong centrifogal

man mind. For In-
stance, spring secms
to encourage church
people to meet in religions convocation,
while summer has an excitant effect on
goclianl sclentists. Autumn gives rike to
increased activity In the minds of politi-
cal reformers, and winter, with [ts heor,
has & disturbing influence on the minds
af socialists, nihilists, communists, and
anarchists. In the world of fashion the
soul of the dying year turns to the con-
templation of jackets and wraps, Na-
ture never neglects her own, and woman
I8 nature's favorite, Man has become
too much of a mental machine to Inter-
est nature any more, You can tell ex-
actly how & man I8 going to act, given,
of course, tha surrounding clroum-
stances. Not so with dear woman; she
still remnins the same grown-up child,
erying for an emerald velvet dress with
& walst opening ou & cascade of old lace
whoen her husband hasn’t two thousand
& yoar!

In the asutumn nature gives the ani
mals a thicker fleece, and she turns
woman's thoughts to some sort of cover-
ing for her shoulders. Henece, In the
almanac of fsshion read: *“About this
time look for & fine display of Jackets
and wraps In assorted colors to suit the
costume.™ And, speaking of modlsh
coverings for the shoulders, I should say
a word about the stylish mawntelet which
promises to be such a favorite. Itis a
combination garment conslsting usually
of cloth and sllk, although plush will
also be used in a color harmonlzing with
the dresa. The mantolet is- made up of o
cloth cape, tucked at the edge, comlng to
8 point at the walst and furnished with
& Maodlcis collar. A very la¥ge eapuchon
consisting of two rows of pongee silk,
commeéncing at 8 polnt on the back edge
of the cape, are carried over the shouls
ders and down the front, the top founece
cascading nearly to the knees. The
capuchon has a V-shaped plastron and
polintad yoke, both of which should be
properly embroldered. Tnereased ele-
gance s obtained by making the polanted

yoke and plastron of mervellleux and
embroldering It with gold er open gimp
work. Dark eloth if usad should be ye-
lievad by n Hghter color in the silk and
gayoer tones in the embroidory. All in
all, this mantelet I8 o very attractive
littls wrap, fall of chie, and jJust the
thing for the fresh October days when
the avenue agaln takes on its long-missed
glory and the stranger mistakes our
throngs of church goers fog the réturning
guests of some guy fete.

Plisse effocts still remain very modish,
The Iady of the Initinl wesrs an ex-
tremely stylish white woolen Jacket with
revers and cuffs in olive-green satin, em-
broidered with white roses and green
leaves. The skirt is mads of & striped
faille to match the jacket. In this cos
tume there I8 & fine loose plisse effect
galned by having a vest of black pongee
which Is generously displayed by the
open hang of the charming jacket.

Plisse fichus of gauze, kept In place by
bands of velvet and plissa bibs, serve ad-
mirabiy to set off o somber dress. The
Marle Antoinette ficha will remsin o fa-
vorite, the materinl being 8 mousseline
de sole, edged with a plisse of the same.

The secordd illustration sets forth mn-
other plisse effect. In this case the cos-
tume consists ol mauve peau de sole,
with an underskirt and shoulder oma-
ment In white plisse silk tulle, producing
& delightfully artistic combination. The
sunshade conforms by belpg In mauve
silk coversd by white pllsss silk gaure,
The hat worn with this lovely dress s a
pale-gray feit with biack veivet ribbons
und cherries and feaves. Such & costume
as this deserves to be called the swan's
note of the dying season, and it almost
makes us wish that cold winds would
never come to vex us. But then, cold
winds mesn furs, and évery woman looks
well in a fur-trimmed costume.

There are to be some charming com-
binations of cloth and silk this half ses-
son. For Instance, a fawn-colored cloth
with large revers disclosing s red ponges
front; a parchment cloth made with
jacket waist disclosing plastron in olive-
groen; pearl-gray opening on a black
Iste fromt; electric-gray disclosing dove-
gray, ete. The revers of these jacket

waists must be long and tora wgll back,
and usually have a velvet . Asan
are of

:;gln.l novelty, some of the

leather, giving a nobby Sud sports-
manllke lir.tn the wearer. .“ 5

There is littie change o in
the eonfection of . ro-
mains stralght and plak, but gathered
in &, back.

tendency of the hu-

In the third Ninstration the lady on
the left wears a ecloth costume, puts;
colored, lined with white surah; & ai:
lar, sleeves and side panels aro In dark
chestuut and p:h-gm striped sicillennes;
hat to mateh and glaves in palo-gray.
Her cowrpanion |s dressad ln & very
inal combinstion of pemsy velvet and
white velling, the sleoves belng trimmed
with pansy and white-striged faille, sud
the walst having crossed braces ln the
same materiak

The season for long clopks will soon:
bo at band, espseially for those who have:
the good fortume to be able to keep or'
command horses. I saw a loog cloak In
the park the other day which pleased me:
very much. It was In putty-colored
eloth finished all around with = doubls
ruche composad of reddish-brown velvet
upon putty-colored silk. Thiscloak was
fined with blus Pekin =llk with broad
stripes of reddich-brown welvet The:
shapely head of the wearer was crowned.
with 8 putty-colored felt hat with broad
brim, fturned up pleturesquely at the
hack. It was trimmed with & velvet
bow to match and a branch of chestnug
showing the frult In the half-opened bur,

A long cloak 1s an absolute necessity
In & large ity where so much depend-
ence must be put upon the strost ear to
reach a concert hall or attend an evens
ing reception. It should be of thin
cloth, rather dark in color, and ample
ancogh to cover the dress completely.
Considerable tasto may be displayed In:
the cut and style of these cloaks, Deep
frills may be attached to the yoke and &
Iittle plain embroidery wlill not be out of
place. The polnt Is to disgulse the fact
that you are |n evening dress, hence,
thers should be no attempt at display,

but this plainness does not forbid the
selection of some artistic motal fastening
in old sflver. Bpeaking of thess plain,
long cloaks reminds mo of an English-
man's remark upon attending & concort
at the Boston Muslc Hall, and observing
the transformation scene when the iadled
inid off thalr long cloaks and appeared
in evening dress, Said he: “I enjoyed
it more than [ did the famous ballet in
‘Robert le Diable." "

The last [llustration doplots a hand-
some costumoe in whita mohalr, with
broad sllk ribbons, striped gray nod in-
digo, arranged as shown In the engrav-
Ing. The plastron is in plalo indigo peau
do sole, while the hat Is a gray felt, ef-
fectually garnltured with white-silic rib-
bonn coques and strings. Gray gloves
and an Indigo and white parasol com-
plete this altogether lovely attire. The
Httle miss 18 very becomingly and orig-
inally dressed in a combination of garnet
serge, bordersd with white surah bands,
lined with black chenile, or black and
white striped fabrie. A black and white
Tam OBhanter and black and white
stockings make up the plguant ensemble,

Until the return to town, all classlo
Jewelry, dilamonds, pearls. ete., are abso-
lutely taboed. You must content your-
salf with the fantastie, such as flowers
In gold, enameled in natoral colors, tiny
frogs in emoeralds with yellow eyes, white
mice with ruby eyes, guinea pigs, ete.
Ench of thess ornanents serves some
purpose, one concoaling s supply of face
powder, and another a tiny mirror. XNor
must you fall to have a little ball watch
about the slgs of a hickory nut fastensd
to your nmeck, wrist or belt. Your cloak
should be closed with o very large agrafle
In old gold, with old-fashioned gems,
something gquaint and valuable. Nor
must these epamels which I mentioned
above be worn like classic jewelry; they

must bo balf hidden here and there,
holding a fold, & bit of drapery, ors
brin of lace, so that every slight move-
ment of the body will be quite sure to
sttract the gaze by the sparkle of some
gem half concealed under a bit of gauze
or tulle.

Predictions are rife at this transition
sonson; one Is thot slesves are ‘-
worn much smaller, ralsed at the -uoul-
ders, but not reaching the ear; In other
words, this “end of the centary”™ rage
has spent Its forece.

Ancther prediction I8 that slpeves of
different materin]l are to disappesr this
winter, giving as they do an sir of
“shreds and patches.™ It Is rathor late
0 make this diseovery, but that's al-
ways the way. Out fashion
out of affection, whether it Is s bit
stuff or, & mstier of fleah and blood.—
Dalsy Dart, i Chicago Ledger.

*I'1s never night in love's demain.




